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	At The End Of All Things

A 500 Word Drabble

* * *

><p><strong>At The End Of All Things<strong>

**Hiccup**

I stood, staring out across the horizon. The light of the sun illuminated the sea, sending the light glittering across its surface like thousands of diamonds.  
>I stood in silence, watching as the last summer sun set beneath the waves. I was greeted by the moon that rose up from behind the mountains behind me.<p>

I didn't turn and look like I usually would. I didn't look to the sky, hoping to catch a glimpse of the first few snow clouds that would settle down.

I stood and waited. When the cold came, I didn't retreat. I simply sat, by legs dangling over the edge of the cliff, my hands spread out in the grass already kissed by frost.  
>"<em>You'll fall if you're not careful."<br>_I looked up to the tree beside me.

The crook of the tree was empty, as it always was. But still it remained, waiting for the one that would lay there in the winter months, making creatures of snow dance for his delight, sleeping amongst the snow kissed tree branches, threading cobwebs with frozen droplets, decorating the old oak with icicles and layers of snow.  
>But Jack wouldn't be returning to Berk.<p>

I couldn't help but sigh, letting my body lay down in the grass blades. The silence was comfortable, the night peaceful. The clouds weren't thick enough to block the light of stars. They twinkled down at me, their warm light comforting.  
>It was warm. But also sad.<p>

My Dad was up there.  
>As was Mum. She had joined him not long after he left. She had taught me all she knew, but illness took her.<p>

Gobber had said it was her time. It must've been his time too.  
>Beside him was Astrid, Eret and her children. Snotlout and his family, Fishlegs and his. Ruff and Tuff were somewhere up there two, surrounded by their children and their husband and wife. Their dragons lay beside them.<p>

Everyone had left.  
>Through old age or illness or war, it had taken them to the stars.<p>

Toothless too.  
>He was up there, amongst family once more, waiting patiently for his master to join him.<p>

It wasn't long now.

I would join him soon.

"Is that the price you paid Jack?" I asked the winter wind. "Is this loneliness the price you paid? You gave up your life, to live forever. But this loneliness… you've always suffered with it."

The wind didn't answer. It blew past, ruffling my hair, bringing and icy chill to my face.

"Did I soothe some of your suffering?" I asked.  
>The moments the pair of us had spent... Did that fill some of the winter days? Did that heal the hurt that he felt? Did I help? Could I have done more?<br>Did my love for him heal him, or did it only hurt him further? Because he knew, eventually, I would leave him. That's why he left first.

I had never regretted confessing my love for him, but of those perfect winter months…  
>If I had waited. Maybe a year, two, maybe more… Would we have spent longer together?<p>

I could feel the tears streak down my face, but I didn't lift my hand to wipe them away.  
>I was too tired.<p>

I could feel my strength fading.

"I'm leaving soon." I told the wind. "I'm returning to my family."

"Jack."

"Did you find your family? Did you find your happiness?"

* * *

><p>The wind blew softly, the snow fell lightly.<br>One star shone brighter in the night sky, but no one was watching to appreciate it. Except for one boy, stood on a cliff side, staring out to nothing.

_"Yes," _the boy answered, sitting down beside he man laid amongst the frost covered grass blades. He was sleeping. His eyes were closed, his lips pressed together lightly, a soft smile on his lips. The cold wind didn't affect him. He didn't stir from his slumber when the boy, with ice cold hands lay his palm against the man's forehead. He didn't move when the boy leaned in, pressing his lips against the man, a tear rolling down his face.

Frost formed where it fell.  
>A perfect snowflake on the man's face, beneath his freckles on his cheek.<p>

A snow carved kiss.

"_I found my happiness, Hiccup," _the winter spirit whispered. "_Now return to yours."_

* * *

><p><em>Hope you enjoyed this little drabble. <em>

_I don't quite know where I was planning to go with this but I ended up here. _

_Please let me know if you want me to expand this, improve or do something to it... _


End file.
